
Gunacuda-Sakhi is my life and blood. I am nothing without Her. The divine countenance by which she conducts herself
is my favourite of all. The incredible lustre of Her words which are spoken in a dulcet voice bring sweet nectar to
my mind. I fall at the feet of Srimati Gunacuda-Sakhi and beg Her blessings in all that I have put Her through.

Hare Krsna Hare Krsna Krsna Krsna Hare Hare
Hare Rama Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare

In the mellifluous land of Sri Vrindavana, there are an infinitude of madhurya-lila (sweet pastimes) the concordance 
of the residents of such a land is what creates this atmosphere of over-whelming ujjvala-rasa (iridescent beatitude)
With great reverence and fawning contemplativeness I Krsnachandra dasa beg the readers honest blessings for the creation
of this work Ananga-manjari Uttamasloka.

Spring Pastimes

While Radhika sleeps in her bed at Varsana, Syama hued Krsna wanders the forest of Vrindavan. 


Oh Gunachuda Why have you left me, I am in pangs of incredible sensations for your abscence from my sight. I am 
eager to serve your feet again and be yours, I am in no doubt bound to you by silken cord. 

In seperation (vipralambha) love is more intense than in sambhoga (union) yet the characteristic of Aishvarya opulence is 
in direct contradiction to the sweetness of Madhurya Prema.

In the pale moonlight of an ashen sky Radha-Syamasundara recline on a flower mattress prepared for them by their Manjari 
maidservants. Rati Manjari fans Radharani's exquisite body with a peacock feather, while Rupa Manjari massages her feet 
with great care and attention. The sun now up, cresting the sky with it's radiance, the moon not yet gone with it's 
cooling rays, They are in blissful waves of ecstasy after the nights love dalliances. The drinking of the Madhupan 
ambrosial nectar of each other, They are two souls of one body. 

Yasoda in her palace of Nandagaon is in earnest contemplation over the moment Krishna will wake and she will bring him 
in His breakfast. Each day she lovingly prepares a sweet assortment of tasty vittals for her dearest Mukhunda. There are 
fruits and a flannel, rasgullas and gulab-jamans, sweet rice and breads, and burfi. 

Krishna asleep dreams of the lustrous face of His beloved Radharani, and all the Sakhi's watch in great awe and wonder at 
the quiscent sight of their para-guna-leela madhurya prema purusottama Sri Krishna and Sri Radha. Rupa manjari finishes
massaging Radharani's feet upon which there are many auspicious marks. Freya sakhi generates a gentle breeze with the 
chamera wisk made of yaks tail.

The cooling breeze of Radha's kinkari maidservants love, rouses Syama-hued Krishnachandra and he rises from his bed.
The garments of the Gopis strewn about the kunja of transcendental pastimes, are hurriedly redressed upon their lustrous
bodies. They are all saddened to be leaving the forest of Vrndavan and returning to their homes, they absorb themselves in
household chores. 

Krishna walks back to Nandagaon.

In the bright light of day Krishna, spends many fun filled hours with the Gopas in braja-gokula, frolicking in the green 
fields of the Vraj-mandala (region of Vraja) by the fall Syama-hued Brajendra-nandana Krishna, enjoys the turning of the 
leaves on the trees. "But this is spring" chides Baladeva, "Ohhhhh laughs Rasikananda" (Krishna) 



